LETTERS         FROM         LAUSANNE

are equal; the king of France will, some day, be
like this negro."

" And I, also," I interrupted, " and you . . . and
rny lord "

" Yes," she said, " that is quite true; but now
let us leave this place. I see Fanchon coming
back from church and I must tell her."

She went to meet Fanchon, and embraced her,
and wept, and came back to fondle her dogs and
to continue weeping. To-day the negro is to be
buried. This time we have truly seen death as it
really is, with nothing added; nothing awful,
nothing solemn, nothing pathetic. No relatives,
no mourning, no lamentations, affe&ed or real;
and as a consequence, my daughter has received no
lugubrious impression. She returned to the dead
man two or three times each day; she insisted on
having him left in his own bed, covered and un-
touched, and in having the room warmed. She
even read and worked in the room and she ended
by making me as reasonable as herself.

LETTER XIX

(From Mme de C to Mr. William D.)

SIR,

You appeared yesterday to be so sad that I
feel constrained to enquire the cause of your grief.
You will perhaps refuse to tell it me, but you
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